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which I cannot trace ; for Musseus, though he looked upon
me, was not Musaeus, but a youth in a distant land; and 1
was there in a sumptuous dress, with a brilliant star ; and
we were friends. And a beautiful woman rose up, a blend-
ing of Christiana and Egeria. Both of us loved her, and
she yielded herself to me, and Musaeus fled for aid. And
there came a king with a great power, and as I looked upon
his dazzling crown, lo ! it encircled the brow of my late
antagonist.

And I beheld and felt all this growing and expanding
life with a bliss so keen, so ravishing, that I can compare
it to nothing but to joys which I was then too young even
to anticipate. My brain seemed to melt into a liquid, rush-
ing stream; my blood quickened into action, too quick even
to recognise pulsation ; fiery and fleet, yet delicate and soft.
With difficulty I breathed, yet the oppression was delicious,
But in vain I endeavour to paint the refined excitement of
this first struggle of my young creation.

The drama went on, nor was it now in my power to
restrain it. At length, oppressed with the vitality of the
beings I had formed, dazzled with the shifting brilliancy of
the scenes in which they moved, exhausted with the mar-
vellous action of my shadowy self, who figured before me
in endless exploit, now struggling, now triumphing, now
pouring forth his soul in sentences of burning love, now
breathing a withering blast of proud defiance, I sought for
means to lay the wild ghosts that I had unconsciously
raised.

I lifted my hand to my face, that had been gazing all this
time in. fixed abstraction upon a crimson cloud. There was
a violent struggle which I did not comprehend. Everything
was chaos; but soon, as it were, a mystic music came rising
out of the incongruous mass ; a mighty secret was revealed
to me, all,was harmony, and order, and repose, and beauty.
The whirling scene no longer changed; there was universal